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Rosedene

The Game-l(eeper s Hut

CHAPTER IIL
DINNER AT THE PENSION.

As she speaks, one of those odd
flashes, indistinct ‘and ﬂeetgns, Ccross
his mind. The Westons, the Westons,
—where has he heard of “them? The
name seems familiar. -But, ‘after a
momerit’s struggle;” 'Cyril, = whose
memory is terribly bad, and . whose
eventful career has served to blot out
his earlier years from. his mind, gives
up as a bad job.

“I don’t think I can remember,
though I seem to- have heard the
name,” he replies

“Just s0,” says the old lady, with a
resigned sigh; “we are forgotten.
Yes; Mr. Payne, we-have been living
abrg
as @p_a‘., can remember, Her father
wag;_}-gmegt- student and a recluse,
and shunned his fellow countrymen.
Givé him his books and leave him to
his quiet, and always Edna, of course,
and he was happy.”

Cyril listened with. an interest
which was deeper than he had ever
experienced before, with an interest
thq'ts surprises him; he glances at the
swi;;t, thoughtful: face and feels
qufte uncomfortable at-the sight of
the one little tear that rolls slowly
do&h heregheek. It may be safely
asmrted that it is the first woman’s
tear that has ever touched him.

“Fdna,” continues the old lady,
“told you something of our mysteri-

" ous return to Englahd, I think—"

Cyril inclines his head respectfully.

“gShe is but a child in the ways of
the world,” resumes the old lady, who
for all her years is quite childishly
unsuspicious and ingenuous.

“T ought not to have wearied Mr.
Payne—'bored’—that is the word,
isn’t it?”

“¥ou did not bore me,” says Cyril,
earnestly, his brows as grave as a
judge’s. - “Don’t think that; if I could
be of any service to you—"

«I thank you very -much” says
Aunt Martha, warmly, “but I do mnot
think anyone can help us, excepting

this- Mr. Richard Burdon, and he will
not ‘do it—we cannot ask him until

‘1 long limbs into a

for a very long time—as long,

| dear, I »will fetch it myself;

t’iivoummmmm'-, |
mmu-o.m-unmum‘
lake below her wistfully. It !l ‘a

grateful shade ot the green arbor
for the hot room, She looks at her

. | aunt, and the -old lady quite innocent-

ly says:
“Don’t. stay out after the “tea hell
has rung,” and disappears. ‘
Cyril, who has been stretched on’|
wires for the last minute, heaves a
sigh of relief and satisfaction as Ed-
ns sinks back into her seat. But
Aunt Martha seems to have taken all|
the conversation with her, for there
is a profound: silence. [
Now {is the time, thinks Cyrily to
make his confession, and, if possible,
to gain forgiveness and condonement.
He looks up .at her, it is scarcely
necessary to say that he has got his
comfortable posi-
tion, almost reclining on the rustic
seat. - Cyril never sat upright in his
life where it was at all pouiblq to
lie down. He looks at the pure face;
so serene in its unsuspecting inno-
cence, so full of that dignity which

/purity alone can give, and he hesi-

tates.

He who hesitates is lost. Before
he has time to form another resolu-
tion to be broken, voices make them-
selves heard close at the back, in
another arbor, in fact, and Cyril puts
off the confession to a more con-
venient season.

The newcomers are: all of the male
sex—that is evident, for if there had
been a woman her voice would have
been heard, and before a few minutes |
have psssad, one voice, which Cyril
recognizes as Mr. Howley Jones’, is
above the rest, and sflences them.
“The garden seems a general ren-

dezvous,” says, Cyril.

- #Yes, it is pleasant here,” replies
Edna; “one can gee the lake so plain-
ly, and it is always beautiful. And
it is shady; these arbors keep off the

sun.”

“Yes, they are “sun-proof
it's a pity they are not sound-proof,
also.”

Edna looks up and smiles.

“Ah, yes, one can hear very plains
1y.”

“That ig Mr. Howley Jones’ voics,
it I am not mistaken?” says Cyril,
interrogatively.

Bdna listens a moment.
“Yes, that is Mr. Jones.
rather fond of talking.”

“8p it seems,” says Cyril
could understand what fellows who
are given to chattcrlnz/hav,e to ta.lk
about.” ;
#Their experiences, perhaps,” says
Edna; “most people have some- mor}a
or'less varied. 'Mr. Jomes is re-

enongh;

He {8

“I] never

counting some of his now.”

And the Wprst is Yet to Come—

i

shqnotoloavo the open a.lr——tho‘

! an attentive audience; and that he

.asks one of the audience,

18 member of the aristocracy.

| canse of 1t?”

u‘idlox is Big Ben 8

fatmlyname. West-
clox is-a name an alarm
clock-is proud to bear.
Westclox is a mark of
quality.

All. Westelox must earn
the right to wear it. Like
Big Ben they thust be as
: food all through as they
ook outside.

The Western Clock Co.

© Big BeweBaby Bra—Pochs Be—d
La Salle, I, U. 8. A.

" makes each one in the pat-

ented Wesiclox way—a bet-
ter method of clock making.
Needle-fine pivotsyof pol-
ished steel greatly rc:dp
friction. Westclox run on
time and ring on time
That’s why Westclox make good

in the home; that’s why these
clocks have so many friends.

Your dealer has them. Ask to
sce the Westclox line, Big Ber is

$4.00.

Western Clock Co~makers of iVesfc/ox

Factories at Peru. [11N
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“I don’t doubt it,” acquiesces Cyril.
“May I light another cigar?”

Edna inclines her head, and he
strikes a light. Ase he does so, Mr.
Jones’ voice, complacently confiden-
tial, comes distinctly through ' the
leaves, and a word or name, falling
on Cyril’s ears, causes him to raise
his head, and almost drop the match;
not quite, however, for Cyril has ad-
mirable command over his emotions,
and is seldom guilty of revealing
them.

He lights his cigar, leans back into
his old attitude of repose, and lis-
tens. Edna listens, too—there -is
nothing else to be done, and theré is
no eavesdropping in .it, for Mr. Jones
is only too grateful at all times for

has an attentive audience now is only
too palpable, his listeners are pro-
foundly and interestedly silent.

CHAPTER 1IV.
QUESTIONS AND THE QUESTIONED

“KNOW . Sir Cyril More!” Mr: Jones
is saying, “I should rather think I
did! Why, Oyril and I w@re old
chums. We are never apart when
I'm in town. I wish he was here
now, dear old fellow!”
Cyril leans his head upon his arm |
and looks languidly toward the back
of the arbor,

“Mr. Jones seems blessed with a
very affectionate nature,” he mur-
murs; “remembers his old friends
even in distant climes.”

Edna smiles, but does not make
any remark, perhaps because she is
interested in Mr. Jones’ reminiscen-
ces. Cyril fancies that she is listen-
ing, if reluctantly, rather  intently,
as he leans back and ‘watches her.
“Yes,” continued Mr. Jones, “Cyril
and I are great chums, poor fellow!”
“What's- the matter with him?”
with the

true British curiesity and interest in

“What! don’t you know?” retorts
the admirable Howley, as if he were
recounting the misfortunes of-a bro-
ther. “I thought everybody knew
about Cyril More; ~he’s gone com-
pletely to the dogs! com—plete—ly
Tun down! Why, it’s the talk of the.
town; for, you see, Cyril More is as
well known u—-cl—-Nchonu monu-~

$0 pieces there's a stir.”
puff at a cigar. “What was the

“Oh, the usual thing,” revuéc Mr.

ment, and when a8 man lm that goes |

“AR'” murmuré some one, with &}

_“Nobody has gone nei’ al

low, for my sake!” And he promiséd
he would. Oh, yes, he was always
good at promising, but I knew how
it would be. He'd have pulled up
short to please me if he’d do it for
anyone, for I flatter myself I've got
more influence with him than any
other creature on the face of the
earth; but you see it wasn't in him.
He ‘miust go while he could keep on
his legs.”

There is a sapient murmur of con-
currence, and Mr. Jomes, thus en-
couraged, runs on glibly:

“Yes, it was a complete smash, and
everything has gone. It wouldn’t have
been so bad, but Glitters—"

“Who is Glitters?” adked thie same
anxious inquirer into the ‘manners
and customs of the aristocracy.

“Oh, come!” exclaims Mr. Jones,
bantei'ingly. “Not know Glitters!

Why, she’s the best known person-|.
age in London, and has ruined more|

good fellows than you can count om
your ten fingers. Not know Glitters,
by-Jove!”

“And this Glitters,
ruin your friend?”

“Yes,” says Mr. Jones, with a re-
gretful sigh;
of it.. I've know him to give her ten
thousands pounds worth of diamonds

gshe . helped to

:in one week——"

. Cyril raises his head, knocks the
ash off his cigar, and looks at Edna
with a curious scrutiny. He need
have no fear—she is innocence itself,
and Mr. Jones’ story, Glitters, dia-
monds and all, conveys no adequate
meaning to her; she is simply puz-
zled, and looks out dreamily toward
the lake.

“Yes, diamonds, carriages, horses,
everything she could securé she got,”
continues Mr. Jones, “ands poor old
Cyril is left without a cent in the
world.”

“But,” says the interested llstener..‘
7*{in silver or stamps,

"-um;* ‘his friends Al
.-~ (To be Continued.) - :
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“she was at the bottom :

2368—Very attractive in brown
checked gingham, with facings of
brown or white, or in blue chambray,
with white braid for trimming, or in
khaki or galatea, with pipings of red
or white. Percale, too, could be used
in any of its pretty designs. For warm
days this model will make an ideal
work uniform. The pockets are roomy
and gathered to a wide-shaped band.

This Pattern is cut in 4 sizes:
Small, 32-34; Medium, 36,38; - Large,
40-42; and Extra Large, 44-46. inches
bust measure. Size Medium requires
6% yards of 36-inch material.

A pattern of this illustration mailed
to any address on receipt of 10 cents
in silver or stamps.

A SMART DRESS IN JUMPER
STYLE. :

2695—This model really combines!

two styles, for the jumper may be
omitted. The design could be made of
velveteen and séatin, or of serge or
tricotine, with tﬂmming of satin or
velvet.

The Patetern is cut in 6 sizes: 34,
36, 38, 40, 42 and 44 inches bust meas-
ure. Size 38 requires 4% yards of 40-
inch material. Width of skirt at low-
er edge, is 2 yards.

A pattern of this illustration mailed
to any address on receipt of 10 cents
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* FOR BOYS AND GIRLS. ..

We have a complete stock of “White Rock Ry
bers” for boys and girls, with extra heavy soles ap
heels; rolled edge, bright and dull finish. -White Rog

Rubbers vnll outwear two pairs of ordinary mubbey
Prices for Boys .. .. .. cc o0 o0 =. ».831.45 to $14

Prlm f'r Giris te ool ne os los loe - ..51-06 to sL“

PARKER & MONROE, Limited

DISTRIBUTORS.
jang,s,m tuth . .

SUGAR,

SUGAR

Customers requiring Sugar from next ship.

‘ment, due about Montday, January 13, will kind.

ly book thelr orders at once.

GEORGE NEAL

PHONE 264.

NO MATTER HOW |
FIRE IS CAUSED
if you’re not insured, y
a loser. Take time b
about your policies. We
you the best companies
roasonable rates,

PERCIE JOHNS
Insurance Agent

. Tea Kettles. '

JUST ARRIVED:

100 dozen Galvanized Buckets

Assorted sizes: 11, 12, 13, 14 inch.

—
—

ALSO 80 CASES

Enamelware.

White Enamel Pails,

Saun all colors & sizes,
Belilers, all colors & sizes.
Wash Basins,

Dish Pans.

Jugs.

Coffee Boilers.

Milk Kettles, 1, 2, 8, 4 qts
Pie Dishes.

Dinner Plates, -

Mugs.

Dippers.

Chambers.

ASink Prainers.

Tea Pots. &
Funnels.

Coffee Pots. " A

Hollow Ware.

TIN LINED SAUCEPANS AND DINNER BOILERS,

FRY PANS, SLOP PAILS, OIL HEATERS,
OIL STOVES (2 wick), LAMP BURNERS & CHIMNEYS
STOVE PIPE ENAMEL, ALUMINUM PAINT, |
GENERAL TINWARE, at

~ JOHN CLOUSTON'S,

140-2 Duckworth Street
J 'PHONE 406,
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1STICE EXTENDED. l

PARIS, Jan. 17.

)y—The German - armistice |
extended one month by the ;
oners Who have concluded |
sion at Treves. The claus-j
by the Allies concerning !
jmplements, Russian!

of  war, naval conditions
estitution of material stolen |
srmans - from ifnvaded coun- |
ire signed by the enemy |

e L
ST LEADERS KILLED.
BERLIN, Jan. 17.

t

¢

t

t became known yesterday ! ;

Liebknecht and Rosa Lux-

ere at the Hotel Eden in the | 1

ipart of the city, 2 crowd

q

ongregateed and stormed the )

by to lay Hands on them.)
e gpirited to a side entrance

btel, but the mob forestalled i |
hpt - of the troops to save '

Luxemburg. She was beat~ !
nsensibility, then thrown in-
o by a crowd which intended |
her to prison. A few blocks |
b street the machine wasf

a second mob and when the !
of Fraulien Luxemburg be- |

¢
the |
|
!

on
poard of the car and shot
igh the head. The body was
from the ~ automobile and !
#. It is supposed that it |
wn into the canal, but it has |

found. In the meantime |
ht was hurried into another:
e by officers and troops and !
was headed for the Moabit !
'While going through the
n the machine was halted |
ctured “tire.  Dr. Liebknecht |
8d to get out by the officers |
hded to hail another automo- |
continue towards the prison. |
laiting Dr. Liebknecht made
nt to escape and Wwas shot
soldiers who had anticipated
effort on his part.

IR CLEMENCEAU FOR SE-|
CRECY. ]

PARIS, Jan. 17. |

r Clemenceau spoke this
in the Chamber of Depu-|

he decision to keep proceed- |
he Peace Conference secret.
been  interpellated by several
deputies, and had asked
gsion of their questions be

. When he said, “We have|
ound a final form in
ations from the Peace Con-
1 be made,,but in a general
principle of publicity has
favor,” he was interrupted

y Mistrel who said, “Except
I. Clemenceau.” “I have the
p emphatically deny that
t” the Premier rejoined.
should like to keep pro-
secret, but so that it may
pid that such and such a
made such and such a pro-
iwhich had been fought by
such other governments, we
imous in thinking that that
pate & bad feeling. We think
the preliminary conversa-
must at all costs arrive at
ment so that ‘there shall be
ont at the general discus-
we were to form a League
8, writing phrases is insuffi-
here must be . 'a . prevailing
hich will ensure the life of
ie of Nations. We would
mish this ‘war by a full
t of the civilized nations for
@ ideal of a better human-

HE NEWSPAPERS.

PARIS, Jan. 16.
B AP.)—At the instance of

which |

iSE” on getting
i will be sure of cl¢




